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fi Jourqal Woiqaq's Very

Iqterestiijg Visit to the
Society Girls Who jlre
Keeping Leqt Religiously.

I h*Ve sppx«t a week In the Convent of
Et. Regis, overlooking the Hudson at One
Hundred and Fortieth street. Here is a

peaceful retreat, conducted by a French
Sisterhood, where world-weary and unhap-
py New York society young women go
during Lent for a period of rest and
spiritual companionship, far from the
noisy strife and poignant cares of the city,
yet within sight of it.
On a broad stretch of woodland sloping

down to the banks of the Hudson, tall,
gaunt poplars, fruitful only o* icicles and
snow-tipped limbs, the settled, peaceful
calm of a Winter's evening at sunset, and
in the midst of it all, its tali, gray gables
pointing heavenward, and the emblem of
the cross before it, stands the Convent of
St. Regis.
This little French convent, presided over

by twenty Sisters of the Order, carries on

the work of converting souls to the Catho¬
lic faith aud offering a retreat for women

of all creeds and nationalities.
The retreat may be made for a period of

three days, five days or eight days, with
or without charge for board, according to
the limitations of one's purse; with re.

ligious instruction or without, as one pre¬
fers, and with intercourse with the Sisters
and others in retreat or in the solitude of
one's own room.

It was twilight Saturday night when 1
reached the little wooden door outside the
convent grounds and rapped with the iron
knocker. There were no lights streaking
through the window blinds, and the whole
place seemed wrapped in repose. Could
they retire at 6? I wondered.
Then I heard a crunching of the gravel

Inside and the clink of keys; the little
door was opened, and Sister Josephine drew
me inside, patting my hands as we walked
up toward the house.
"You aire cold, vairee cold," she said, In

broken English; "but inside zere is
warmth."
Then we went in, and the soft lights and

warm air greeted us, and I was as glad as

Sister Josephine that I had reached my
destihation.
"Welcome; ma chere; you aire vairee wel¬

come," she added, making me comfortable
before a big open fire and removing my
wraps; "and now I will go to the Reverend
Mother and tell her you aire here, and Bee
that your room is ready^
So Sister Josephine glided away, the soft

cashmcre draperies making no rustle, the
vet sboei» making no noise, the

nly sound she made being the clink of the
metal crucifix and beads at her side. I
loaned back and put my feet near the logs,
listening as they crackled in merry defi¬
ance of the holy stillness, and watching
the myriads of dancing blue flames to which
they gave birth.

SISTER LA FLANGE.
But more often I watched the tall, beau¬

tiful girl gowned in the black robes of the
order, whom I afterward learned was Sis-
La Flange. Truly, it must be indeed a

beautiful face that still retains its loveli¬
ness, framed in those trying white bands,
with flaring, fluted collar and draperies of
black. Sister La Flange was preparing
the altar robes for the morrow's mass,
fcnd her devoted attention to the task gave
Rie ample opportunity to admire the long,
^lender hands and to study the aristo¬
cratic features.
"What a dream she would be in a Worth

gown and a Mine. Fannie hat, and with
what dainty grace those slender hands
might have poured some man's coffee!"
were my thoughts.
Mother La Chappelle interrupted when

she entered, aud invited me to go up to
my room. A sweet-faced, motherly wo¬
man is this Reverend Mother, and as we
retched a room on the first floor she pushed
the door open a.nd said, while her kindly
brown eyes boamed upon me: "This is
your new hom^, and we hope you will stay
with us a long while. There are many
young girls hjtre such as you. whom the de¬
mands and emptiness of society have made
tired in body and spirit; but here you will
iind rest." v

IT-J A CONVENT BEDROOM.
Then Mother Chappelle closed the door

find rvas gone, and I looked about my "new
hflne." Truly it was a surprise! I laughed
?oftly to myself as I thought of my old-
"ashioned notion, which closely allied the
comforts of prisons and convents. The
Tram was large, with a great, downy bed

t, one side covered with hemstitched
en of snowy white. There were easy
irs and rockers, and tables with daintily
roidered covers, a chiffonier and dress-
'able, the mirror of which was draped
dotted swiss, caught back with light-
ribbon.

The window at one side faced a beautiful
Mivieh of landscape, and the two in front
overlooked the garden and hothouses, and,
beyond, the Hudson River. Gas logs were

let- La Flange. Truly, it must be indeed a

1 .ght over th!> whole, and the soft, white
pvek-a-boo curtains, caught back with
bl ic. imparted the finishing touch of home-
Mkfuesc-
Snroly nothing could be sweeter, daintier,

idols refreshing than the surroundings as
1 found them; nothing, perhaps, except the
f <uad of the dinner bell, which rang short¬
ly after, followed by a light tap on the
.lour.

KOCIEXr GIRLS IN retreat.
.T'oo'.e iii," I answered to the knock, and

n !a rg->, good-natured face beneath a French
cook's cap was thrust through the open¬
ing.
"Dinner ees ready, mademoiselle," said

the woman, who was Sister Francis, the
cook, "and eet ees two meenits since ze

bell rang."
I smiled at the Implied reproach for

tardiness, which evidently was among the
mortal sins at St. Regis, and I followed
Sister Francis down to dinner. Ten girls
w-ere seated about the big round tables,
waiting impatiently for the new guest, and
the beautiful Sister La Flange was just be¬
ginning to read a story on Christopher^

Columbus.a treat which the girls, I fear,
do not fully appreciate, as the reading is
intended as a cbre for conversation.
Among the guests were at least four

faces that were familiar to me. Two
were girls of the inner circle of New York's
swelldom, one a Western girl, and the
other a New Yorker, both of whom are

supposed by their friends to be spending
a few days at a country place. The other
two faces were those of young Jewesses,
who are of prominent Jewish families of
New Yoi'k, and who were recently con¬

verted to the Catliolic faith. Their friends
believe they are visiting relatives in Cincin¬
nati. The fact is that the two young wo¬

men now live at the convent, as their fam¬
ily are bitterly opposed to their assump¬
tion of a new faith.

low over the forehead and let the rest fall
over my shoulders. The effect was most
weird arid awful, and I made up my mind
I would have to ignore at least one of the
recommendations. So I closed my eyes,
pulled off the veil and locked it in a bureau
drawer, as Sister Broadhurst, the only
Englishwoman among them, entered the
room.
".You needn't wear it," she said, with &

little laugh. "Most of the girls <io object
to veils, and I suppose they are a bit grew-
some at first. Then the little English Sis¬
ter with the china blue eyes sat down and
chatted with me. told rue about her own
sweet and holy life and her never-ending
joy in having sacrificed the world, and of
the perfect rest and peace I would derive
from my retreat. Then the bells began to
chime with a strange, far-away sweetness
over the grounds.
"What is that?" I asked, as we stopped

to listen.
"They are ringing us to the chapel for

offers for departed Sisters," replied Sister
Broadhurst. "We do die, you know," and
with a pleasant laugh and a "Good-night,"
which included advice tp retire and get a
long night's rest, she left me to descend to
the chapel. I was not loathe to follow her
advice, for I was tired, and I knew I could
sleep in the midst of these peaceful sur¬
roundings. Before 9 o'clock 1 put out my
lights and pulled back the soft chintz cur-,
tains.

It was a beautiful night. The moon
shone on every corner of the gardens, glis¬
tening like diamonds upon the Icicles and
making soft, weird shadows where the
trees grew thickest; and beyond, at the foot
of thus- slope it lighted ut» the silent river,
beautiful beyond description in its great,
calm grandeur, so like those happy, unself¬
ish souls below stairs. For u moment I
.stood and studied Nature, the greatest,
broadest, fullest religion of all. Then the
bells chimed again, a quaint, melodious
chant, and before their echoes di£d away
I had sunk in the downy pillows and to
sleep. i

EARLY MORINING CHIMES.
Early in the morning.I realized it must,

indeed, be fearly, for it was still quite dark
.I was awakened by the chiming of bells,
and judged from the noise that every one
was up and preparing for mass. Sister
Broadhurst had promised to have me called
at 6:30, but., supposing she had forgotten
nre, I jumped out of bed on to the cold
fldor just outside the rug. Then I realized

w

be better for yon to go into the chapel, but
if you prefer, go out into the gardens;
but whenever your thoughts drift to the
world, you must always bring them back,
to that one object, the cross."

I strolled out and settled down in a bljr
easy chair on the veranda, where the two
swell girls were sitting, evidently lost in
thought. One is a beautiful brunette, and
her half-closed eyes looked like a gazelle's
as she sat with her head thrown back on
her hands, which were clasped behind.
Was she thinking of prayers and retreats,
or was it.Jack? I wondered.

HER FRANK CONFESSION*.
Presently she broke out impatiently: "I

say, Virginia, this sort of thing's playing
havoc with my nerves. Why, there isn't a

thing that doesn't.look there, now; even
those old dead lilac vines on the porch are

trailing upward 'to the cross.' " As I ap¬
proached, both girls turned around?

"It was nothing," I said, laughing:
"nothing but a sort of fello\j' feeling. I
have the same meditation. How do you like
it?" I asked.
"Splendid." said the brunette: "we've

been here three days, and I feel like u new
woman."
"And I begin to feel like my old self,"

said the Western girl; "but I'm beginning
to show symptoms of religious colic."
"Nonsense!" said the brunette, "it's

quite as great a change as the rest is for
you, and will do you quite as much good.
It's much more restful than worrying over

worldly things, and I'm actually becom¬
ing auite fascinated."
"Well," said the Western girl, "I've a

friend who's been coming here every year
for'a week during Lent, since it was tirst
started, which was three years ago, and
she says the combined rest of body and
mind acts like a charm upon her. She's
coming day after to-morrow. We caught
sight of a black robe round the corner of
the veranda, and then Sister La Flange
joined us.
"Young ladies," she said reproachfully,

"Mother Chappelle would not like it if
she heard you conversing together out
here. Perhaps you would prefer to finish
your meditations in the chapel?" We took
the hint and went in, though not to the
chapel, for the hour for meditation had
elapsed. As we parted to go to our
rooms the brunette whispered softly:
"Really, don't you believe there's a ro¬
mance there?"
"I'm morally certain of It," I replied,

could do, and then I surprised myself with
an old French song I had not heard since
childhood: "Chantez, chantez, rua belie,
toujours."
There is nothing in the song to make one

sad, and yet as I raised my eyes I felt
they were moist, and that.it could not be
a delusion.on the rafters above me, from
out a heap of black draperies, shone the
beautiful fa'ce of Sister La Flange, her
great blue eyes swimming with tears.
"Do not, ah, do not seeng zat song,

ma chere."' she said in a trembling voice
as she" slipped down to the floor; "I, too,
used to seeng eet, but I seeng eet no more;
et. is a vairee unhappy song; eet will bring
you not any happiness, ma fille," and,
with tears coursing down her pale cheeks,
Sister La Flange went out of the barn
door as the two swell girls came !n.

A VERY FRIVOLOUS PENITENT.
"I say,", sjiid the brunette, "did you

get a clue to the mystery?"
"No," I answered, moodily, gazing after

the tall, graceful figure iu black till it
had disappeared through the chapel door.
The Western girl was playing a song and
dance ditty from the music hall stage.
"Girls," I said, turning about impul¬

sively, "doesn't all this impress you
strangely?"
"Very," said the brunette, stretching at

full length on one of the divans."bored
to death."
"I'm not," said the Western girl, "I

think it's great. We're going over for
the London season, and I'll be in great
shape." *

*

Then she told me her last meditation
was on "The Ascension," and, suiting the
action to the word, she placed her large
white hands upon the rafters and swung
herself up to the hayloft.
"I'm ready for a nap," she called down

as I closed the barn door, and I went to
the house and followed her example.
At 4:30 was a benediction service, which

none of us attended, our naps being then
in a fine state of progress; at 6 o'clock
dinner, after which we stood out on the
veranda and watched a fine moonrlse;
then the bells chimed and we peeped
through the chapel windows and watched
the prayer offering for departed sisters,
bade each other good-night and retired to
our rooms, where I read a few stories of
Hawthorne and wrote a couple of letters
before the bellsvrang for 9 o'clock and the
lights were turned off. I

smj

flew Yori^ 5oei^cy Cjirls ip a ^opvept Retreat Durip^ C^t
The rest of the girls were strangers to

me, but, judging from their manner and
bearing, all were of good families. There
was one child of not more than ten or

twelve a Catholic wfyose head was

shrouded in a fearful quantity of black
veiling, and who muttered many prayers.
These, and one old woman not less than
ninety, toothless, sightless, hairless, com¬
prised the guests then in retreat at St.
Regis.
The dinner was a good one, cooked and

served with true French flavor. Soup,
beef, roast partridge, a dainty salad of es-
carole, pastry and black coffee were sec
before us, and when I rose from table 1
voted Sister Frances then and there the
most successful woman of the order.
Above the mantel of the open fireplace

was an ivory crucifix, and as each guest
rose from the table she made the sign of
the cross and said a prayer before it.
Strange, indeed, it seemed to see two Jew¬
ish girls who have been leaders in their
set for several seasons past bowing before
the crucifix in a Catholic convent.

CONVENT REGULATIONS.
After dinner wo all adjourned to our

rooms, and when I reached mine I found
writing materials had been placed on one
of the tables, with several books, mostly
of a religious character, except one of
Hawthorne's. The evening, then, was to
be spent in reading or writing.

I picked up one of the books, "Life of
Mother Seton" (Mrs. Seton was a convert
to the Catholic Church), when I spied a lit¬
tle sign of "recommendations" pasted on
the wall. They read as follows:
"Ladies making the retreat are requested

to be punctual at meals:
"To 'refrain from talking in the refec¬

tory ;
"Not to bring strangers into their rooms

or the gardens without permission;
"Not to visit each other in their rooms,
"And to wear a black veil or some simi¬

lar covering about the head and shoul¬
ders."

I shuddered as I finished the last recom¬
mendation, and as I turned about I saw a
piece of black folded material lying on my
dressing case.

"I'll try It," I thought, and snatching
up the black veil I fastened it on my bead

that It was bitter cold, and while the wind
howled round the corner of the house. I
groped for a match and attempted to light
the gas. In vain! It was evidently turned
oft' from below. The gas logs that had
blazed so merrily the night before also re¬
fused to light.
The room seemed to grow colder every

moment, and my teeth were - chattering.
At last I fouud a candle and proceeded to
get ready for mass by candle light. Then
I found that the hot water was turned off
and the water which flowed from the faucet
was filled with tiny particles of ice. My
thoughts drifted back to the sweet content
of the previous evening, and I wondered
under what mesmeric spell I must have
been to imagine convent life' a path of
roses.
"Half past six," said a voice from with¬

out; "time to get up for mass." In a mo¬
ment more the hot water came pouring
from the faucet, the gas was turned on,
and I lighted the burners beneath the logs,
and then sat down to wait for 7 o'clock,
consoling myself as best I could.
At 6:45 the bells began to chime, and

people from the neighborhor \ flocked into
the little chapel. By f o'clock it was
overcrowded, and all the good wives and
mothers who attend 7 o'clock mass to
get home in time to cook breakfast were
tlrere listening devoutly to the Latin ser¬
vice, deriving great spiritual benefit there¬
from. Then the priest, an Italian, said a
few words in broken English bearing upon
the subject of collections.

THE FIRST "MEDITATION."
At breakfast fruit was plentiful, and

oatmeal was served with plenty of fresh
cream from St. Regis's cows, and fresh-
laid eggs from its own farm. After break¬
fast Mother Chappelle gave me my first
meditation. These are gotten up expressly
to give the retreat its peculiar signifi¬
cance to the inmates and to place between
the world and one's thoughts an insur¬
mountable barrier. They are administered
three times daily.at 10, 2 and 5.and are
each supposed to last for an hour.
My first meditation was "The Cross."

"Think of the cross." said Mother Chap¬
pelle, "of the crucifixion, the crowd, the
suffering, and theu think of how little you
have appreciated the sacrifice made for
you, how sinful yon have been, and how-
much better you will be in future. It will

and the Western girl joined in: "I verily
believe she's royal."
Then came luncheon, at which we were

spared the usual reading, for at break*
fast the last chapter was reached, and
Christopher Colombo was laid in his tomb.
"A new tale at dinner," said the West¬

ern girl as she slipped past me, "and two
to one it's 'M'amselle du Maupin.' " We
went upstairs for our second meditation,
mine being that if Mother Chappelle con¬
verted the belle from the West, she might
rest on her laurels for the rest o£ the
year.

QUIET NOOK IN "THE BARN."
During the afternoon the little English

sister came to my room and asked me if
I had been to "The Barn."
"No?" she said, Iaughiug; "that is usu¬

ally the lirst thing you worldlings spy.
Come out and I'll show you."
We went out into the gardens, and for

awhile stood on a little mound overlook¬
ing a spring of clear water, which re¬
flected a tall white statue of the Virgin.
The air was crisp and cold, and the river
was frozen over with a thin sheet of white
ice. Truly it was beautiful! It seemed as
though Nature had made one mighty ef¬
fort and thrown all of her beauties in a
mass of sweet confusion about this auiet
cloister.
"It must be beautiful in Summer," I

murmured at last.
"Here it is beautiful always," answered

Sister Broadhurst, and then we went into
"The Barn." The building was really in¬
tended for a barn when the old" house was
built, but it is finished in polished wood,
and is quite habitable. There was a rug
011 the floor, an organ at one side, and a
piano at the back. Several other musical
instruments were hanging about; there
were pictures, a couple of divans, and
cushions of soft-toned silk.
"I think you'll like to pass some pleasant

hours here," said Sister Broadhurst; as she
left me, and I thoroughly agreed with her.
Who ever would have dreamed of so much
comfort behind convent walls? I touched
the keys of the piano, but somehow I could
not play the light airs and topical snatches
with which I had grown familiar. A pres¬
ence of holy things seemed to pervade the
place, and my fingers hsst their craft. A
bar or two from the "Ave Maria," a

quaint old hymn, a/few chords, was all I

THE EMBROIDERY CLASS.
So the days are spent in this quiet re¬

treat. On Tuesday inornjng the embroid¬
ery class, which is really a religious
Lenten gathering, called together dozens
of fashionable West End girls, and it was

amusing to hear them enumerate their
Lenten sacrifices.
One girl had not touched marrons glaces,

because she dotes on them; another at¬
tended 7 o'clock mass, because she hates
to get up early; one pretty brunette, who
had been coaxing "pa" for a yellow bro¬
cade all Winter, had at last won a check
for the gown, and sacrificed it to feeding
the Doolittles, who live in a shanty near
the Boulevard, and whose good-for-nothing
father was locked up last week; and still
another, a pretty blonde, who leads Xorth
Side cotillons, capped the climax with her
tale of noble self-denial by announcing
that she had given up seeing Dick D
during Lent, because she loved him better
than any other living thing, and that the
stupid fellow was taking his revenge by
calling on that horrid, homely, black-
haired creature across the street, who
had lived in the West End nearly two
years and hadn't even got a foothold into
society.
Then everybody kissed the pretty Monde,

and assured her that "the Lord would pro¬
vide, even, perhaps, to the extent of a
new lover," and then the embroidery cls\ss
broke up with Lenten refreshments, con¬
sisting of home-made cake and lemonade.

I remained in the retreat long enough to
derive much benefit, at least, from the
¦long, unbroken rest. And if the holiness
and religious precepts sank no deeper than
to satisfy a thirst for novelty and give
ease to mental weariness, it was not be¬
cause of a lack of sincerity on the part of
those patient, toilers in the cause.
And when I left the convent, the homo

of peace and rest, with the little English
sister's tears upon my cheek and Mother
Chappellc's fervent "God bless you!"
breathed close upon my hair, I almost en¬
vied those swejfct-faced sisters.
"A woman without religion is a flower

without perfume," I murmured softly to
myself, and then the door of the convent
closed between me and the sweetest per¬
fumed flower I had ever touched.

y. h. m.

EJIRLT RISING
jlS fi. CJU1SE OF INSANITY.
Startling Theory Y/liicli

Explains Why Luqatic
jlsylums jlre Recruited

Largely froiq the Farms.
Early rising Is one of the most prolific

causes of Insanity.
The authority for this astonishing state¬

ment is no less a person than Dr. Selden
H. Talcott, Medical Superintendent of the
Homeopathic State Insane Asylum at Mid¬
dletown, N. Y.
Dr. Talcott Is one of the most eminent

specialists in insanity in the world. For
nineteen years he has been at the head of
the Middletown asylum, which, under his
administration, has become probably the
finest and most complete institution of the
kind in the country.
His statement that early rising produces

mental wrecking is based on close study
and observation extending over a period of
twenty years' active practice. He reached
this conclusion some time ago, but has just
made it public.

...rr

A fact that has puzzled insanity experts
since time immemorial almost is explained
by this startling theory regarding early
rising. It has long been known that, insan¬
ity was, proportionately, much more prev¬
alent among farmers and farmers' wives
and idiocy among farmers' children than
among dwellers in cities. How to account
for this peculiar condition of affairs has
been the problem.

It would naturally seem that with bustle
and rush and strain and worry and lack of
fresh air and healthful exercise, incident
to residence in a city, the percentage of In¬
sanity among urban dwellers should ne¬
cessarily be very much largrfr than among
people living 011 farms.. Here tliey have
plenty of exercise and fresh ail', and none
of the rush and strife that is the lot of
a man who lives in a large town. But
statistics have always shown that the re¬
verse was the case. The farmer aud his
family have always been more numerous
in the census of insane asylums than city
people.

THE EARLY RISING THEORY.
The early rising theory now, for the

first (time, explains why this should be so.

In his statement on this poiut Dr. Talcott
says: .

''The habit of too early rising Is one of
the saddest and surest means by which in¬
sanity (nay be acquired. This habit was

originally formed or forced by our Puritan
forefathers in New England. Probably
many of us can remember the rude shocks
by which we were awakened, when young¬
sters, early in the morning, and before our
brains and bodies were sufficiently recu¬
perated by sleep from the exhaustions and
excitements of the previous day. Some of
us can remember ttye rousing old com¬
mand, 'git up now, right away, or you
can't have any breakfast.'
"There was a command, coupled with a

threat, and applied In such a manner as to
kindle in the heart of the sleeping lion, or
rather boy, the fierce fires of a stubborn
resistance. The inalienable rights of grow¬
ing boyhood had been invaded, and the hot,
burning passion of anger was excited in
the mind of the boy at the very outset of
another day's experience. When roused
from sleep by such a startling Injunction,
the boyish victim remained 'as mad as a
March hare' all day.

"A peremptory command lo got lin whm
Hie's sleep is as yet unfinished is a rom

which grinds the soul, curdles the
r!? I-S tbe sPleen, destroys all good
.ntenHons and disturbs for the entire dav

ia activities of a boy just as the
.ornado disturbs and levels with advanciu"
rain a forest of mighty pines.

atnaucln«

tween rtini1« ff°Ht stiikin& differences be¬
tween civilization and savagery, between

ijjp organized society and
hnh!

ot ,the. torest< . the enforced
habit of too early rising on the part of the
roung. And to this habit we may justly
Ss °ofmvn?;>,0f "ie ^forr,mateyeiperiy

If } «nd many cases of early
tT' I resistive melancholia, of ablect

'iuse Th i e arisen from this deplorable
.'h®,®- ,

e free and ,az-V savage gets up
""d iarely«

»

the habit of waking and rising at

nlC th.mi ihe nAorniu» has been formed,
the injunctions and threats of un-

?lbl.ti?U8 parents, it is exceedingly
difficult lu later life to overcome it. Even

W6i are Privileged to sleep later in

ilit morning through some delectable turn

hi.v, heel of fortune, those of us who
nave been the victims of earlv rising in

¦^ n' are ai>t t0 awaken at 4 or 5 o'clock
and lie awake for a long time before we

a? agaln woo the gentle goddess of sieep.
.>i,T0m,e farme,rs' boys have saved tliem-

ear,Iy r!sin»- and likewise from
!. £°*n? into the ministry, or by

-ntering the medical profession.
i u

Philosophy of life will be exer-
the young are permitted to

ihimJ ! rJ1 extent of necessity and
lbility during the growing years of life."

DR. TAJ-OOTT'S PROOF.
In an Interrlew with a reporter for the

Sunday Journal, Dr. Talcott went more

sxtensively into the matter, analyzing the
facts and figures as they were demon¬
strated by his experience as Superintend-
jnt of the Middletown asylum.
"The more we study and the more we in¬

vestigate the causes of mental disorder "

tie said, "the more thoroughly we are con¬
vinced of the fact that too early rising is
i cause not only of mental aberration, but
likewise of premature mental decay. Too
sarly rising likewise checks the growth of
mental powers in the young.
"I hope the Journal will write and preach

with all the strength it has against this
grave danger.
"While the vast majority of thos® who

have made comments upon this theory that
parly rising* is dangerous have acquiesced
in the assertion, a few have sought to dis¬
pute the claim that there is more insanity
among the rural population than among
those who live in cities. I therefore
caused an investigation to be made of the
population at this hospital on the first of
January, 1896.
"We had on that date 556 men and 567

women, a total of 1123.
"Of these, 270 men and 255 women came

from cities having a population of 7,000 or
more, and the balance.286 men and #12
women.came from the small towns and
the rural districts.
"According to the census of this State

in 1890, there were 3,418,981 inhabitants in
the cities and 2,548,873 in the rural dis¬
tricts. With these figures to base our cal¬
culations ou the proportion of insane in
this hospital from city and country is as
follows:
"From cities, 1 to every 6,512 inhabitants.
"From the country, 1 to every 4,262 in¬

habitants.
"According to the showing made bv this

research, we find that insanity in the' rural
districts is more prevalent by about 50 per
cent than in the cities.

"It seems to me that," continued the
doctor, "every thinking person can easily
understand why insanity is likely to fol¬
low in a case where the victim rises each
morning from his bed before he Is fully
and thoroughly recuperated from the ex¬
haustions and anxieties of the previous
day. Every time he does this he makes
an inroad upon his physical and mental
capital, until at last he finds himself a
worn out, exhausted and bankrupt spend¬
thrift.

LATE RISERS ARE NOT LUNATICS.
"Every one knows at what unseasonable

hours people in the country rise and the
connection between this and the large per¬
centage of insanity among them is not hard
to trace. If any doubt remains as to the

dangers of too early rising, the statistics
of professional men who go mad will easily
dispel it. The percentage of professional
men among our patients is almost infini¬
tesimal, and it is the same in other insti¬
tutions. Why is this?
"The explanation is at hand. Profes¬

sional men, almost without exception, get
up late in the morning, whereas our man¬
ual laborers, in city and country, all leave
their beds long before they should. Gen¬
erally in Winter they rise before daybreak.
"A radical change should be wrought in

our industrial system," Dr. Talcott con¬

cluded, "so that our working men and
women would not be compelled to get up
as they do to-day, before they have had
a decent night's rest. The early morning
hours, when everything is still, are peculi¬
arly fitted for sleep, and it is a gross vio¬
lation of all tlje laws of nature to tear
human brains <?ut of the sound rest they
enjoy at this time."

ALUMINUM'S USEFULNESS.
It Is Estimated the Total Output of the

Metal the Ensuing Year Will Be
Fully 3,000,000 Pounds.

One of the most marvellous facts of th«

present is the wide field of usefulness of
aluminum. So varied are the uses to which
it can be put that it is estimated the out¬

put the coining year will be fully 3,000,000
pounds, an average of 10,000 pounds a day.
In 1894 there was practically but one

aluminum reduction works in the country,
located at Pittsburg, and the output for
thnt year was 550,000 pounds. In 1803 this
was Increased to 850,000 pounds, and now

that the plant lias been removed to the
hydraulic power possibilities of Niagara
Falls, it is estimated the output will reach
3,000,000 pounds.
In addition .to this there is claimed for the

plant just reaching completion at Fairlawn,
a suburb of St. Louis, Mo., a daily capacity
of 20,000 pounds. This plant is described
as consisting of one smelting furnace, with
a capacity of 100 tons of clay daily; one
reducing and refining furnace of ten tons
daily capacity of bauxite ore. From the
clag left from the process of making alum¬
inum Is made a remarkable product
known as mineral wool, which is used for
steam pipe packing^ in place of asbestos,
and in the manufacture of refrigerators,'
storage trunks, etc.
The most recent practical use for alumi¬

num that will, no doubt, largely increase
the demand for the metal, is its especial
adaptability for the powder chamber of
cartridges. Anything that will reduce the
weight of a soldier's ammunition must be¬
come popular with military authorities
The saving ii> weight with the new car¬
tridges is "¦> per cent, enabling a soldier to
carry 25 per cent additional rounds of am¬
munition.
Another use is in the making of oil cups

for crank pins of high-speed locomotives
Oil cups of copper are frequently broken bv
the tremendous centrifugal force developed
as they are whirled about. This danger Is
lessened with aluminum, which Is two-
thirds lighter than copper.


